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The Life and Death 

Coe I to fight : Truth, hath a-quiet breaft. . r 

!G<r6.FarcweIl,my Lord, fecurely I elpie 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye : 

Order the tryall Marfnail, and begin. 

J/ar.H<*^/ofHereford,Lancafter,and Derby 
Receive thy Lance.and heaven defend thy right. 

B»l. Strong as a Towre in hope, I cry, Amen. 

Mar. Goe beare this lance to Thom<u D-of Norfolke, 
i Har . Harry of Hereford ,Lanca fter,and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraigne, and himfelfe, 

On paine to be found falfeandrecreant, 

T o prove the Duke of Nor folke/riww^ Mowbray , 
ATraytor to his God,his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

a./Arr.Here ftandeth Tho,. Mowbray Duke of Norfolke 
On paine to be found fa He and recreant. 

Both to defend himleife,and to approve 
/Tf»ryof Hereford, Lancatter, and Derby, ■ 

To God,his Soveraigne, and to him difloyalls 
Couragioufly, and with a free defire. 

Attending but the fignall to begin. A charge founded 

Mar. Sound Trumpets,and let forward Combatants; 
Stay,the King hath, throwne his Warder downe* 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets and their Speares, 
And both returne backe to their Ghairesagaine; 

W ithdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found. 

While we returne thefe Dukes, what we decree? 

A long flour if}.* 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our counceil we havedone. 

For that our Kingdomes earth fhould not befoyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doc hate the dire afpedfc 

wounds plough’d up with neyghboursfwords, 
•jit • l l. _ r0U ^ “ U P With boyftrous untun'd drummcs, 
’W ith harm refounding Trumpets dreadfull bray. 

And grating fiiocke of wrathfull yron Armes, 

Might from our quiet Confines fright faire Peace, 




of Richard the fecond. 

find make «s wade even in our kindreds blood: 
Therefore, we banifti you our Territories. 

You Cofin Hereford, upon paine ofdeath. 

Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our fields, 

Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger paths of banifhment. ^ 

BhI . Your will be done : this muft my comfort be. 
That Sunne that warmes you here fihall fhine on me : 

And thofe his golden beames to you here lent. 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

'lUeh- Norfolke: for theeremaincs a heavier doonae. 
Which I wkh fome unwillingneffe pronounce, 

Thellye flow houres fhall not determinate 
The datclefle limit of thy deare exile r ' 

The hopeleffe word, of never to returne. 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life. . 

Mow- A heavy fentencemy moft Soveraigne liege. 

And all ualook’d for from your Highneffe mouth : 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common' ayre 
Have I deferved at your Hiehneffe hands* 

The language ; I have learn’d thefe forty yeares 
(My native Engtifli ) now I muft forgoe. 

And now my-tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly purcullift with my teeth and lips. 

And dull, unfeeling, ’barren ignorance, 

Is made my-'gaoler to attend on me: • 
lam too old tofawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farre in yeares to be a pupill now : 

What is thyfetitencethenjibiu fpeechkiTe death, 

.Which robs.mytongue ftom breathein^ native breath ? 

Rich. It boots thee not to becompatfionate, 

After out fentencc, plaining comes toolate- 

Mow'i 




